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roadside, climb down the road-bank and standing on the northern
tow-path of the Brue, search the river \\ith an intense, disturbed,
bewildered curiosity. But nothing could he see except the ac-
customed rubbish! From this position he could not even see the
face of the dead cat. There was one large shiny-lea\ed marigold
growing down there; but its round golden flowers were all gone.
They must have been picked long ago by someone or other. He
grasped his stock tightly by its curiously moulded handle, thai
handle which had grown into its shape by the mysterious chances
of underground life, and set out with rapid steps northeast fol-
lowing the course of the Brue in the direction of Meare.
Preoccupied with what had happened to him, he rejected totally
as he walked along such explanations of this startling occur-
rence as would have dispensed with the supernatural. The first
and the easiest of these explanations was that he had been the
solitary witness of the descent of a meteorite or thunderbolt. An-
other was that his protracted mental playing with all these legends
had resulted in some sort of nervous hallucination. But without
laying any stress upon Arthur or his Sword, John felt that
something had touched him from beyond the limits of the known.
As his footpath along the bank wound its way through the low
water-meadows, with the red-tiled roof of the workmen's houses
of Northover on its right, John's mind began to be invaded by
doubts and worries about his whole life. It was as if he had been
living for the last five weeks in an enchanted dream. The heady
opiate fumes of the Glastonbury legends, even while he misused
them and abused them with deliberate irony, had obsessed him to
such a point that in all the other affairs of his life he had just
drifted. It was this mood of drifting that had been the cause of
one sharp quarrel after another that he had had with Mary.
"I'll tell Mary everything at our tea, today," he said to him-
self, as he stiffened his back and ran the end of his stick up and
down through his fingers, to make sure it was clean, "I'll tell her
that it won't make any real difference our having to wait to be
married till after Midsummer. The truth is we must wait till then.
Surely Mary will see we must! But oh, dear! Girls are so funny
in these things."
Ke set himself to walk faster now, following the Brue across
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